SOME LETTERS OF
To Mrs. C. H. Toy
CHICAGO, Sept. 25, 1899. MY DEAR MRS. TOY:
If I were not socially irreclaimable I should have told you long before this how when I got back to London that home of depression and tedium did its accustomed work upon me, and how in despair I fled to the country, from whose absolute greenness and comparative sunshine not even you and Miss Goodwin could tempt me. It strikes me upon re-reading that sentence that I never achieved such a climax in the course of my expressive life before, the emphasis falling the more thunderously because of the contrast in the un-amiable life about me to those gay and friendly Paris days. Especially that morning we spent in rambling talk in the Luxembourg gardens often comes back to me with a quite peculiar charm, for which the decor is not wholly responsible, but rather "the human heart by which we live."
I am looking forward with eagerness to Boston and Cambridge this winter. The longer I live the more grateful I feel for the good and tried friends that I made there, and that have so generously borne and foreborne. Earnestly yours,
WILLIAM VAUGHN MOODY. 114 the 4< Poems/' eventually published in 1901 by Houghton, Mifflm & Co.
